
The Tragedie of Hamlet. 


Which now goes too free-footed. 


Exeunt Gent. 


Both. We will hafte vs. 

Enter Polomus. 
Pot. My Lord,he's going to his Mothers Cloflfet : 
Bchindc the Arras He conuey my felfc 
To heare the ProcetTe. He warrant fhcc'l tax him home, 
And as you fasd, and wifely was it faid, 
'Tis meece that fome more audience then a Mother* 
SinceNature makes them partiall, fhould o're-heavc 
The fpeech of vantage, Fareyou weli my Liege, 
He call vpon you ere you go to bed, 
And tell you what 1 know. 

King. Thankes deeremy Lord. 
Oh my offence is rankc, it fmels to heauen, 
It hath the primall eldeft curfe vpon't, 
A Brothers murther. Pray can I not. 
Though inclination be a? fharpe as will: 
My ftronger guilt,defeats my lirong intent, 
And like a man to double bufinetTe bound, 
I ftand in paufe where I fhall firft begin, 
And both negleft ; what if this curfed hand 
Were thicker then it felfe with Brothers blood, 
Is there not Raine enough in the fweet Heauens 
To wafh it white as Snow ? Whereto femes mercy, 
But to confront the vifage of Offence ? 
And what's in Prayer, but this two-fold force, 
To be fore-ftalled ere we come to fall, 
Or pardon'd beingdowne ? Then He looke vp, 
My fault is paft. Byt oh,what forme of Prayer 
Can ferue my tunic ? Forgiue me my foule Murther : 
That cannot be, fince I am ftill poifcft 
Of thofc effeds for which T aid the Murther. 
My Crowne, mine owne Ambition, and oiy Q^ecnc : 
May one be pardon'd,and recaine th'ofrencc ? 
In the corrupted currants of this world, 
Offences gilded hand may fhoue by Iuftice, 
And ofc 'tis fcene, the wicked prize it fclfe 
Buyes out the Law ; but 'tis not fo aboue, 
There is no fhuffling, there the Aclion lyes 
In his true Nature, and we our felues compell'd 
Euen to the teeth and forehead of our faults, 
To glue in cuidence. What then ? What refts? 
Try what Repentance can. What can it notf 
Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 
Oh wretched ftaie ! Oh bofomc, blacke as death ! 
Oh limed foule, that flrugling to be free, 
Art more ingag'd : Helpe Angels, make a flay : 
Bow ftubborne knees,and heart with firings of Sxcele, 
Be fofc as Iinewe3 of the new-borne Babe, 
All may be well. 

Enter Hamlet. > 

Ham. Now might I do it pat,now he is praying, 
And now lie doo'r, and fo he goes to Heauen, 
And fo am I reucng'd : that would be fcann'd, 
A Vilhine killes my Father, and for that 
I hisfouie Sonne, do this lame Viliaine fend 
To heauen.Oh this is hyre and Sallcry/.iot Reuenge. 
He tooke my Father groffely, fui! of bread, 
With all Ins Crimes broad blowne ; as frem as May, 
And how his Audit ftands,who knowes,faue Heauen : 
But in our circumftance and courfeof thought 
Tis heauie with him i and am I then rcueng'd, 
Totakehim in the purging of his Soule, 
When he is fit and feafon'd for his paflage ? No. 
Vp Sword,and know thou a more horrid hent 


When he is drunke afleepe : or in his Ra^~ 
Orinth'inceftuousplcafurcofhisbed ■ 
At gaming, fwcanng 5 or about fome afte 
Thatha's no rellifb ofSaluationin't, 
Then trip him, that his heeles may kickeat R 
And that his Soule may be as damn'd aud black^ 
As Hell, whereto it goes. My Mother ftayes 
1 his Phyficke but prolongs thy fickly dayes' 

King. My words Hye^my thought, re^bS* 
Words without thoughts, ncuer to Heauen po * 

* 0# Exit 

Enter Queene and Polonim. 

Pel. He will come ftraight: 
Looke you lay home to him, 
Tell him his prankes haue been too broad to be 
And that your Grace hath fcree'nd,and ftoodth * ^ 
Much heate,and him. He filence me c cne hecre 
Pray you be round with him, 0 * 

Ham.within. Mother,mother, mother. 

Qjt. He warrant you,feare me not. 
Withdraw, I heare him comming. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Now Mother,what's the matter > 

%. Hamlet, thou haft thy Father much offered 

Ham. . Mothcr,you haue my Father muchcffeided 
Come,come, you anfwer with an idle tonsue 

Ham. Go,go,youqucflion with an idle toneue 

gu. Why how now hamlet ? 6 \ 

Ham. Whats the matter now? 

ght. Haue you forgot me i 

Ham. No by the Rood,not fo : 
You are the Quecne, your Husbands Brothers wife 
But would you were not fo. You arc my Mother. ' 

Qu. Nay,then ] le fet thofe to you that can fpcakc. 

Ham. Come,come 5 andfityoudowne,youfihallnoc 
boudge : 

You go not till I fet you vp a glaflc, 
Where you may fee the inmoft part ofyou ? 

Qu. What wilt thou do? thou wilt not murther mc? 
. Helpejhelpe^ioa. 

Pol. What hoa,helpejhelpc 3 helpc. 
Ham. How now,a Rat? dead for a Duca:e,dead. 
Pol. Oh I am flame. Ktllcs Polonim, 

Qa. Oh me,whac haft thou done ? 
Ham. Nay I know not, is it the King? 
Qu. Oh what a rafh, aud bloody deed is this? 
Ham. A bloody deed,almoft as bad good Mother, 
As kill a King, and marrie with his Brother. 
Qu. As kill a King? 
Ham. I Lady,Ywas my word* 
Thou wretched, raflh> intruding foole farewell, 
I tooke thee for thy Betters, take thy Fortune, 
Thou find'ft to be too bufie,is fome danger. 
Leane wringing of your hands, peace, fit you downc, 
And let mc wring your heart, for fo I (hall 
If it be made of penetrable ftuffe ; 
If damned Cuftome haue not braz'd it fo, 
That ir is proofe and bul warke againft Senfc. 

Qu. What haue 1 done, that thou dar'ft wag thy tong, 
In noife fo rude againft me ? 

Ham. Such an ASk 
That blurres the grace and blufh of Modeftie, 
Cafe Vertue Hypocrite, takes offrheRofe 
From the faire forehead of an innocent loue, 
And makes a blifter there. Makes marriage vowe? 
As falfc as Dicers Oathes. Ohfucha deed, 

As 
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fai^offt the body ot Contraction pluckc* 
T.jc vcrv foo^c, an«i fwecte Religion makes 
^rapfidie of words. Heauens iace doth glow* 
yea this fohdity and compound maffe, 
VVuh triftfull vifage as againit the doome* 
Is thought -ficke ac the aft. 

Qji. Aye ; what acl ; that roaves fo Iowd^ & thun- 
ders in the Index. 

Ham. Looke heerc vpon this Pi&urcanionshis? 
Xhecounterfec prctcntcneiK oft wo Brother? : 
Sec what a grace was featrd on his Brow, 
Hyperions curies, the front of ioue hlmfcife, 
eye like Mars, to threaten or command 
A Station, like the Herald M- i curie 
Hew lighted on a heauen- kifitng hill : 
ACoiiibination. and a forme indeed* 
V/hcrc euery God did fcemc to fee \m Seale^ 
To giuethe world affuratite of a man. 
This was your Husband. Looke you now what followes. 
Heerc is your Husband, like aMildcw'd eare 
glafting his wholfom bu^adi, Haue you eyes ? 
Could you on this faire Mountamc Icaue to feed, 
ftnd batten on this Moore t H-i I H sue you eyes ? 
You cannot call it Lo*ie : For at your age, 
The hey-day in the blood is tame, it's humble, 
And wajtcs vpon the Judgement : :md whst lodgement 
Would flop from this, to this r What diucli was'r, 
That thus hath coufend you at hooch rm-blinde ? 
0 Shame J where is thy Blufia ? Rebellious Hell, 
If chou canil mutlne in a M;urons bones, 
To flaming youth, let Vcrtue be as waxe, 
And melt in her ovvnc tire. Proclaime no (hame, 
When the conjpulfiue Afdure ^iues the charge, 
Since Froft it felfe, as aSitiely doth butne, 
AsReafon panders Will* 

$u. O Hamlet , fp e -i k e n o m o r e. 
Thou curn'ft ^lineeycs into cny very foule, 
And there I fee fuch blacke and grained ipotf, 
As will not Icaue tneir Tin 61. 

Ham. Nay, but to I we 
In the ranke I wcat of an enfeamed bed, 
Stew'd in Corruption; honying anu making loue 
Ouer the natty Scye. 

£tu. Oh fpcakc to me,no more, 
Thtie words like Daggers enter inmineeares. 
No more fweet Hamlet. 

Ham. A Murdcrcr^nd a Vi Maine : 
A SlmCj that is not twentieth patt the ty the 
Of your precedent Lord. A vice of Kings, 
ACutpurfeoi "the Empire and theRuie. 

om b fhelre.t' e precious Diadem {iole« 
And put it in his Pocket, 
g*. No more* 

Svter Chcj?. 

Ham. A King of Hncds and patches^ 
Saue me ; and houcr o*r<: me with your wings 
You heauenly Gua-rds.Whac would you gracious figure? 
Alas he's mad. 

Ham. Do you not come your tardy Sonne to chide, 
Thatlaps'c in Time and Patfion, lets go by 
Th'impar^nt acting of your dread command ? Oh fay, 

Qhoft. Do not forgec: this V 7 ifitation 
Isbut to whet thy aituoft blunted purpofc. 
But looke. Amazement on thy Mother iks ; 
0 ftcp betwpenc her., and her fighting Soule, 
Conceit in weakclt bodies, fircngeft workes. 


! Speakc to her Hamlet. 

Ham. How is it with you Lady ? 

Jtyjt. Alas,hovv is't with you ? 
That you bend you r eye on vacancie, 
And with their corporal! ayrc do hold difcourfe. 
Forth at your eyes, your fpirits wildely peepe^ 
And as the fleeping Soldiours in th'Alarmc, 
Your bedded haire, like life in excrements, 
Stare vp, and ftand an end . Oh gentle Sonne, 
Vpon thehcatc and flame of thy diftemper 
Sprinkle coole patience; Whereon do y ou looke ? 

Hum. On him^on him : look you how pale he glares. 
His forme and cauie conioyn 3 d, preaching to flones, 
Would make them capeable. Do not looke vpon me, 
L ca(i with this pkteous action you conuert; 
My fterne effects : then what I haue to do, 
Wiil wdtic true colour ; teare* perchance forbiooc}. 

Qu, To who do you fpeake this? 

Ham. Do you fee nothing there? 

Qh. Nothing a* all, yet ail that is I fee. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing heare ? 

Qft, No^nochingbut our felues. 

Ham.Whfibok you there: iooke how it Aeals away: 
My Father in his habite^ as he lined, 
Looke where he ^oes eueri now out at the PortaLL Exit. 

Qv. This is the very coynageef yom Braine, 
This bodtieffe Creation excafic is very cunning id. 

Ham. Ext aii ef 
My Pulfc as yours doth temperately kecpeti^e, 
And makes asheakhfnll Muiicke. It is not madneffe 
That I haue vttered 5 bring me tc the Till 
And I the matter will re-word . which madneffe 
Would gamboll from. Mother, for loue of Grace, 
Lay not a flattering Vn&ion to your foule, 
Tha: not your ti efpaffe, but my madnefle fpeakes: 
It will but skin and fiimc the Vlcerous place, 
WhU'ft rankc Corruption nuning all within, 
Infe&s vnfeene. Confcflc your lelfe to Hcaueri, 
Repent wha t*s paH , auoyd what is to come, 
A n J iio not (prcd the Compoft or the Wecdes, 
To jiiake rhem rsnkc, Forgiue tt)C this my Vercue^ 
For in the fatnefle of this purfic times, 
Vertueidcir>,of Vice muft pardon be^ge, 
Yea courb,r.nd woe, for leaue to do him goodo 

gu„ Oh Hamlet, 
Thou hafl clefc my heart in twainc^ 

Ham, O throw away the worfcrpart rflr, 
And hue the purer with! the other halfr. 
Goo d night, burgo not to mine VYkies bed, 
Aflume a Vercae^ if you haue it not » efra'me 10 nigh^ 
And that fliall lend a kinde of eafineffe 
To cne next abflineoce. Once more goodnight^ 
And when vou/ire defirous to be bleft,* 
lie bleflirig be^ge of you. For thr> fame Lord^ 
j do rcpenr : but heauen hath pleas*d it fo, 
To punifij rae with this, and this with me, 
That 1 mutt be their Scourge and Miniftcr, 
I v. sl! beftow hiftvand wdl anfwer well 
1 he death I gaue him : fo againc.good nighto 
T mud be audi, onely ro be ku»de ; 
Thus bad begins and worle remames behinde* 
Q*. WhatfnaJIIdo? 

Ham. Not this by no meanes that I bid you do : 
Let the blunt King tempt you againe to bed, 
Pinch Wanton on your cheeke. call you his Moufe, 
And let him for a paire of rcechic kitfcs, 
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